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When I! walk forth in bright June days, 


I see a host of happy fays, 3 
Ten thousand thousand, more or less— | 


Their number I| could never guess. 
They wave at me, 
They wink at me, 
From nook and knoll they welcome me. 
They smile and lift their little wings, 


Each tiny tongue a June rime sings: 


| 


“The sun is fair, 


The wind is sweet, 

a The fays are out 

i Their friends to greet. 
Come, follow us, and we will play 


Where summer rolls the clouds away. 


One time I thought the waving grass | 
Was moved by little winds that pass; 
But now I think that I may say 

Each blade is bent by some small fay, 
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A springboard true, 
Where he goes through 
The tricks he learned when first he flew. 


E For I have seen them practice there, 
Flirt wings, and kick their heels in air: 
With tinkling voice 


Of laughter low 
They jumping by 
The hundreds go, 
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And calling, as they dive in line: 
“Come, take a plunge: the sun is fine.” 


With dreamy thoughts and footsteps slow, 
I wander where red clovers grow, 
And there it seems no smallest fay 
Takes any of his time for play. 
Each clover cup 
Is filled, brim up, 
Till even baby bees may sup 
The honey which they brew from sun 
And summer sweetness, blent in one. 
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So small the sound 


Their voices make, 


No sleeping ant 
Would they awake: 

“This is the sweetest task we do; 
Drink, bumblebees, and others, too.” 


When sky grows dull with raincloud haze, 
I look, but do not see the fays; 

But when the storm has thundered by 
And sun glints freshly from the sky, 
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They wave at me, 
They wink at me, 
From nook and knoll they welcome me. 
They leap across the fairy rills, 
They chase the rainbow to the hills; 
The water from 
The leaves they shake, 
And once again 
The chorus take: 
“Come, follow us, and we will play 


Where summer rolls the clouds away. 
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THEEND 
STRING 


Leonard and Mary Elizabeth raced after the stick as it bounded 
over the green grass. Leonard caught it, then it slipped from his hands. 
Up, up it went—and at the other end of the long string tied to it was 
the fine new purple bird-kite. 

“Why didn’t you catch that stick, Mary Elizabeth? Oh, 
why—”’ Leonard choked. 

The new kite had been tugging at the end of the cord. Leonard 
had held the stick to which the kite string was fastened. Then he 
had thought of a new game to play with the soaring paper kite. 

“‘Let’s play catch with the stick,”’ he had said to Mary Elizabeth. 
And so they had played. It had been exciting almost to lose the kite 
and then to regain it. But once too often the stick had been tossed— 
and away had flown the purple bird. 

“Stop,” cried Leonard; and, “Stop,”’ screamed Mary Elizabeth, 
but on and on flew the kite. 

Leonard’s round, freckled face whitened under the tan. It was 
his first kite. It had really seemed to him like a wonderful bird as 
it rose and swooped and rose again. Now the stick spun round and 
round. How far into the clouds would the kite fly? 

“Oh, look—look—look !”” Mary Elizabeth jumped up and down. 
The stick had caught on a telephone wire and was holding the kite. 

““Now we can get it,” cried Leonard. He brought the rake, but 
could not reach the stick, to pull it down. “If only I had stickers on 
my shoes like the linemen have,” he thought. But the kite was so far 
from the pole that he could not have reached it, even if he could have 
climbed the pole. 

The sun slipped down in the west, and twilight stole over the 
world. Sometimes through the gathering darkness the children could 
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see the purple kite still flying among the clouds; sometimes they lost 

sight of it entirely. Leonard’s heart was full to bursting. He could 

not eat even the muffins that mother spread with jam. No, no, no! 
“If an airplane would only come by,” reasoned Leonard. 


\\ 


“Why didn’t you catch that stick, Mary Elizabeth>” 


“The kite’s gone so high,”’ whispered Mary Elizabeth, “perhaps 
God will—”’ 

“T’ll ask Him about it,” interrupted Leonard. 

And that night when two white-robed little figures knelt beside 
their brass beds, Leonard added to his ““Now I lay me,” the prayer: 
“Please, God, take care of my kite.” 

All night the stars looked kindly down upon the boy’s golden 
head and smiled upon the girl’s dark head. And when morning came, 
two eyes of blue and two eyes of brown opened wide. 

“T want my kite—oh, I want my kite,” were Leonard’s first 
words. 

Two pairs of feet pattered on the floor, eager fingers fumbled 
buttons into buttonholes, and then two children raced to the spot from 
which they had last seen the purple bird. 
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“T guess God didn’t hear.””, Mary Elizabeth tried hard to wink 
back the tears. There was no kite flying in the morning sky. 

“Yes, He—look—the stick!”” and Leonard pointed toward the 
bit of broomstick still dangling from the telephone wire. There, too, 
was the kite string, trailing down and away out over the open prairie. 

The kite must be somewhere at the end of the string. 

Mary Elizabeth was doubting. “‘It’ll be broken—I know it will 
—a kite swoops so when it comes down.” 

But off they dashed. Leonard’s blue coveralls got wet with 
dew around the bottoms. Mary Elizabeth’s shoestrings nearly tripped 
her at every step. There, close by a wild gooseberry bush, was the 
purple kite, damp, to be sure, but fine and whole. 


There was the purple kite, fine and whole 


Leonard stooped over it in delight. He wanted to hug it close to 
his heart, but that would not do when it was wet. Instead, he broke the 
string and carried the kite safely in his arms. Mary Elizabeth, her 
eyes like two stars, wound up the cord. 

When the paper bird became dry, it soared again among the 
clouds. And happy Leonard whispered: “Dear God, thanks for 
taking care of my kite.” 
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GObS 
SUNSHINE. 


Ella Dickerson 


WEE WISDOM 


I was dreaming as the sun was streaming 
O’er the rosy-tinted hill. 

Quick I woke up, then I sat up; 
Was I awake or dreaming still > 


Rubbed my eyes then, pinched myself then. 
© was peeping in my door? 
Had the Kewpie on my shelf, say, 
Come to life, jumped to the floor > 


No, I see now, ’tis our Wee one 
With her smile and lock of hair, 
Roguish eyes blue, rosy cheeks, too, 
And, “Good morning to you there.” 


Little sunbeam—that’s what you seem— 
Where did you get your sunny smile? 
Cheeks so rosy, like a posy, 
What makes you glow so all the while? 


Looked up at me, smiled up at me, 
Answered beaming: ““God’s sunshine!” 


Blessings on you. Ever may you 
Be a bit of God’s sunshine. 
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Eliza L. Carketon 


USING THE MAGIC WORDS 
Chapter II 


“First,” said the giant, “you must pick your flowers and give them 
to the children to take home to their mothers—children always love to 
carry bouquets to their mothers—and you must let the children help 
you pick them. As you are working together, say the magic words 
silently: ‘I love you, I love you.’ Repeat them over and over again.” 

“T can’t do that,”’ the woman replied. “My beautiful flowers— 
children destroy plants so.” 

“You must,” said the giant. “It is the only way out of your 
difficulty.” 

With much reluctance Mrs. Barney agreed to the first condition 
imposed by the giant. 

“Secondly,” he said, “you must put a sign on your horse-chestnut 
tree, with a picture of children dancing in a ring with a little old lady, 
and the sign shall read: ‘Help yourself.” Among the horse-chestnuts 
on the ground you must scatter peanuts and lollipops.” 

“*But my lawn,” wailed Mrs. Barney, “‘and the expense of buying 
lollipops and peanuts!” 

“Tt is the only way,” said the giant. “‘As you scatter them, and as 
you watch the children gather them, you must always repeat the magic 
words: ‘I love you, I love you.’ 

“The third condition which I impose,” continued the giant, “‘is 
that you shall give a party to all the children you know, big boys and 
little boys, big girls and little girls. If they scratch the furniture, you 
must not see it; if they soil your table linen, you must not see it. 
Give them the best time you possibly can. While you are preparing for 
it, and while the party is taking place, you must keep repeating the 
magic words. 


“When you have fulfilled these three conditions,” said the 
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giant, “your pears will ripen on the trees, untouched by mischievous 
boys; your hens will go unmolested, and you will dwell in peace.” 

There was such a look of love and kindliness in the giant’s eyes as 
he told her these things, that Mrs. Barney was convinced that his words 
were wise and that he knew whereof he spoke. 


The children found peanuts under the horse-chestnut tree 


School was just out when Mrs. Barney reached home. She laid 
her black bag on the doorstep and went to the end of the walk to meet 
two little girls who were coming down the street. They saw her, 
were afraid, and hesitated. 

“T love you, I love you,” she said to herself. 

“Do you want some flowers?” she asked aloud. “I will pick 
some for you.” 

They came shyly on. 

““Come in,” she said; she handed each a few pansies, and stooped 
to pick more. She could not bring herself to let them help her pick 
them; but as, day after day, she repeated the words that the giant had 
given her, she let them aid her. As, day after day, the children found 
the peanuts and the lollipops under the horse-chestnut tree that bore the 
funny sign, they became less and less afraid of her. 
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For a week there were no sand bags hung on her door; for a 
week there were no signs of devastation on her terrace. The charm was 
working, and she approached the party with courage and with faith in 
the giant’s method. 

Mrs. Pottle knew all about children and what they liked, so she 
was asked to help with the party. A busy woman Mrs. Barney be- 
came, tying twine—twine everywhere—for a cobweb party, making 
favors, cooking, shopping, repeating all the time: “I love you, I love 
you. 

The day of the party arrived; all day Mrs. Barney repeated the 
magic words, and she met each guest with those words in her heart. 

The untwining of the cobweb began. When Mrs. Barney heard 
the children going here, there, and everywhere throughout the house, 
the frown almost gathered on her face, but she thought of how well the 
charm had worked thus far. She was afraid that all would be lost if 


she gave up now, so she kept repeating to herself, “I love you, I love 


The children said, “‘We love you, too.” 


you,” so fast that there was no time for other thoughts to crowd into 
her mind. 

When supper was over and the children were getting ready to 
go home, one little girl with light curls showing under her blue paper 
cap, ran to Mrs. Barney and put up her two little arms in a way that 
said: ““Hug.’” Mrs. Barney reached down and picked her up. The 
little arms went around her neck and hugged her hard. Warm, sweet 
lips pressed against her cheek and kissed her, saying: “I love you.” 


/ | 
= | 
| 


16 WEE WISDOM 


There was a rush. Everybody wanted to kiss Mrs. Barney and 
to say the magic words, “I love you, I love you”°—everybody except the 
big boys. 

One of them stepped forward and reached out his hand and said: 
“We love you, too, Mrs. Barney, and I’m going to shovel the snow 
off your walks for you this winter, if you will let me.” 

Even as he spoke Mrs. Barney stooped down and kissed him, 
and before she thought, the magic words popped out and she replied: 

“Of course, you may. I love you, dear.” 

“T’m going to help him,” said another, and “I,” and “I,”’ said an- 
other and another. 

Mrs. Barney kissed them all and said the magic words. 


The other day Tommy Larkin was up in Mrs. Barney’s pear 
tree. Mrs. Barney stood underneath, smiling, and the pears were ripe 
and luscious. 

“T wouldn’t try to reach the few that are up so high,” said Mrs. 
Barney. “Just shake them down.” 

“No, I’m going to pick them, Mrs. Barney. I don’t want your 
pears to be bruised,” replied Tommy. 

(The end) 


CThe Apple Story 


I. O. S. 
Part II 


== color shows a pink, stain 


Lee NY 
rN @ June winds ply u 
fe wi th others on he bough. 


WEE WISDOM 17 


MAKING ROSES 


June is here again with all its glorious beauty—June, the month 
of roses. We can see the roses nodding their heads to us from vine and 
bush, from garden and hedge and trellis. “They seem to say, like the 
merry brown thrush: ““My heart’s running over with joy.” It must be 
so, for does not each of us catch the joy and the fragrance of the 
beautiful roses, whenever he looks at them, whenever he takes a deep 
breath of their sweetness? Give a rose to a little child, or to a sick 
person, or to a ragged beggar, or to the crossest person you know; 
watch him, and see whether his face does not light up. Suppose, as we 
breathe in the roses’ sweetness, we realize that the same sweetness is in 
each of us and that we can let it come forth all through the year. In 
this way we can keep the beauty of our souls ever shining out, just as the 
rose shows its color, so that every one will love to look at us. 

During the month of June the Wees will have many birthday 
parties—and parties without the birthdays, too. At almost every 
party there will be beautiful roses on the table, whether it be a big party 
or a family party. How should you like to learn to make a pretty 
rose of crepe paper to put by each place, one that will hold little candies 
in its heart? These roses are very easy to make if you listen carefully 
to the directions. If you made the valentine bouquet that was described 
in February Wee Wisdom, you probably had some of the pink crepe 
paper left: we can use it now. Be sure that it is the very fine crepe 
paper that comes in folded bolts, not the kind that comes in rolls. Then 
we shall need some fine covered wire, scissors, and a ruler. 

Perhaps you will not make a perfect rose the first time, but you 
have learned that if you “try, try again,” things will come out right. 
First cut a strip of paper lengthwise of the bolt, that is, across the 
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crinkles. Make this 30 inches long, and 3!/ inches wide. Fold it 
over in the center, then fold this again, then once more. You will have 
almost a square. Fold this over a third of the way, then fold the 


other third back, so that your paper is now folded 
until it is 3'/2 inches one way, and about 114 
inches the other, or about like diagram 1. 

Next, round off the corners of one end, as 
shown by dotted lines in diagram |, and cut down 
about 13% inches between these rounded places, 
to make the petals. Diagram 2 shows how the 
paper will now look, except that there will be 
24 of the petals. Did you ever notice that usually 
the petals right in the heart of a rose are of slightly 
deeper shade than the other petals> We shall 
make five of our rose petals of a little deeper shade 
by lightly touching them in spots with a deeper 
red. Perhaps you have some water colors or 
crayons, or a piece of paper or cloth that will fade 
if you put it into water. Do not get the petals 
very wet, and then do not work with them until 
they are perfectly dry. Beginning with the petals 
at the other end, curl each one back like a real rose 


Diagram 1 


petal. To do this, use the back of the blade of a silver knife, 
taking the edge of the petal between the knife and the thumb, 
and firmly but gently pulling the petal from between them. Go all 
around the petal this way until it curls back like a real petal. Then 
curl all the petals to end of row. Then cup each petal by taking the 
paper between the thumb and the middle finger of each hand, placing 


Diaqram 2 


the hands close to- 
gether about a half 
inch below the curled 
edge, and, with 
curled edge from 
you, pulling them 
apart to stretch the 
paper. See how 
nicely it cups, just 
like a rose leaf! Be 
very careful in 
handling the paper, 


for it tears easily. After a little work with it, you know just how to 


touch it to make it look right. 


Make a little round ball of tissue paper. Make it about as large 
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as a big marble, wadding it tightly together and twisting a piece of 
wire around it to hold it together. Twist the wire together and 
leave about two inches for a stem. We are going to form our rose 
around this ball and then pull Jan i 
the ball out, leaving a place 
right in the heart for our can- 4 
dies. We shall start with the 
petals that we tinted and lay qo 
each petal around the center 
ball, holding the paper in place 
below the ball. Do not stretch 
them, but lay one a little over ~ 
the last one, so that you cover 
where two petals of one row GEE EI 
meet, with the petal of the next Diagram 3 
row. It will be easy after a few trials, so go slowly and be patient and 
think how a beautiful garden rose would have its petals arranged. 
After they are all arranged to suit you, twist a piece of wire around 
several times very tightly, below the petals, fastening the two ends 
together. This leaves about an inch and a half of the paper below the 
rose. Cut off about half of this, stretch out two thicknesses of the 
paper flat, and trim off close the rest in the center. This makes a little 


foundation for the 
rose to stand upon. 
(See diagram 3.) 
Now pull out the 
center ball and wire. 
Shape the leaves in 
order to make the 
rose look more nat- 
ural, and it is fin- 
ished, ready to be 
filled with little can- 
dies. 

You can use it just this way, or if you can find, at home or down- 
town, some little green rose leaves, they would be pretty attached 
under the rose, as shown in diagram 4. ‘These roses will add much 
to the enjoyment of somebody’s party, and each guest may take one 
home to remind her of the lovely time that she had. We all love to 
make things that will make others and ourselves happier. 

Let your inner joy run over continually, so that it may be caught 


by everybody that you meet, as you run and skip and play, these won- 
derful June days. 


Diagram 4 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been ill for one week. I said The Prayer of 
Faith and I am better now.—Eugenie Guilmette. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for two years. 
When I was sick I said The Prayer of Faith and I soon got well. I like best 
of all ‘““The Invisible Chief,” and The Prayer of Faith. I have organized a 
Booster club.—Sarah L. Owsley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you. I lost my mother’s ring on the school 
grounds. I hunted and hunted but I could not find it. Finally I said: “‘There 
is no loss in Spirit; God’s child cannot lose anything.”” In about a week a little 
neighbor girl found the ring about six blocks from where I lost it—Mary 
Hesford. 

Dear Friend—A year ago, before I started taking Wee Wisdom, I was 
sick. I have not been sick since. Mother says I am getting better. The Prayer 
of Faith has helped me so much. I say it every night. I take Wee Wisdom with 
me and let my classmates read it. My daddy read a piece in it the other night 
and he thought it was fine—Roy W. Wilson, jr. 

Dear Unity Friends—I want to thank you for your prayers. I received 
better marks this month. May God help you in your work.—Crystal Jaquay. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I am in second year high school, and outside of 
school I have music, German, and drawing lessons, so my time is pretty well 
occupied. Last summer Mother, Father, and I went to Detroit, Canada, and 
Niagara Falls in our automobile. Niagara certainly is the most magnificent spec- 
tacle I have ever seen. The more one looks at it the more immense it seems to 
become. We had a wonderful experience on our way home. We were near 
Flint, Michigan. Suddenly, on a lovely country road with a ditch on each side, 
our car went way over to the right side and it took all Father’s strength to 
keep it out of the ditch. Then it went to the left, then again to the right, and 
before we could do anything it went into the ditch, plowed into the opposite 
bank, and turned completely over with the four wheels in the air, and all of 
us under it. Some young men in a car behind us helped us out and sent for a 
wrecking machine. None of us was injured the least little bit, except Mother, 
who wrenched her back. She is all right now. Every one said it was a miracle 
that we were not all killed instantly —Mona Hille. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am getting better marks in my lessons, especially 
arithmetic. I have been making better effort in everything. I have wanted to 
take music lessons and I expect to begin soon. I am taking less time to wash 
and dress for school, and this gives me more time to help my mother. Thank you 
for the help your prayers have given me and for the good thoughts I get from 
Wee Wisdom.—Lowell Longenecker. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been sick for a long time. Mother wrote 
to Unity and I have been helped. I repeat my little verse every night and through 
the day. It helps me to be kind to my chums and they are kind to me. My 
mother said that the last time I was sick | was more patient than I ever was 
before.—Charlotte Mae Ruff. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I got a cinder in my eye. No one knew it but my 
mother and I. I was thinking: “*I can’t have a cinder; I am perfect.”” Mother 
called up a woman who is in the Truth, and the cinder was gone in an hour. 
—Lois Pendleton. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom is the best book I ever have read. It 
helps me in my studies and in everything else.—Bonnie Wade Markham. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am doing better in school since I have taken you. 
I like all your stories, but Busy Sunbeams and ““The Invisible Chief’’ are my 
favorites—J oan Cave. 

Dear Wees and Boosters—Don’t you all like Wee Wisdom? I think it 
is the best magazine out. Last week I was sick and could not go to school. I 
said The Prayer of Faith and soon I felt fine.—Olivia E. Frohse. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I used to read my little Booster book every morning 
before I got up, and it helped me a lot at school. It has helped me to keep my 
temper and not get impatient, as I so often used to do. I like you better each 
time I have you.—Dinah Hartwell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am saying The Prayer of Faith each day and 
night, and God is doing me good. My little brother will be home soon, as I 
have asked God to let him come home, and God is going to.—J/ra Jnman. 

Dear Unity—I think Unity is wonderful and how you have helped me in 
my school work! I have just finished an examination and it seemed to be much 
easier. I am thanking you with all my heart—Annie Seaman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Today I got my certificate showing that I was a 
member of the Booster club. Oh! but I was glad. I now do not quarrel with 
my brothers and my sister so much, and I am trying hard not to.—Cordon C. 


Miller. 
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Dearest Wee Wisdom—I have been reading you for a year and I think 
that you are the very best book that I ever have read. I love your stories and the 
Bible lessons. I recite your poems in school. I had to have an operation on my 
left eye. The doctor said I would probably go blind, but I prayed and said 
The Prayer of Faith and I was well in less than two weeks.—Anna May Jasper. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I just couldn’t get along without you. I have had 
you for nearly five years and have belonged to the Booster Club three and a 
half years. Mamma takes Unity and she said if we children were good for a 
month, and stayed that way, she would get us each a Booster pin. I love to 
read the stories and lessons.—Pearl Hart. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I lend little boys 
and girls my Wee Wisdom to teach them how to live the Truth.—Jvy Liddell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I appreciate you so much. You help me in every 
way. Mother gave you to me for Christmas. You have made quite a different 
girl of me. I love The Prayer of Faith—Peggy Calvert. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad I belong to the Booster Club, because when 
I think of it, it encourages me to be good and to live up to The Prayer of Faith. 
I read the stories from the Young Authors department. I sent the valentine to 
the children’s hospital.— Doris Ives. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I got my lovely pin. I wish 
every little girl might have a chance to enjoy you.—/ane Hall. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all your stories very much. I long to read 
more about Margot and the Old Guide. I like to read ‘““The Lost Valentine.” 
—Katherine Griggs. 

Dear Unity—I like ‘“The Invisible Chief’? and Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. 
We have a Good Words club in our home and in our Sunday school class. We 
have to give a penny when we say anything bad about any one. I am the 
treasurer. We have started with two cents.—Rov, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have enjoyed reading Wee Wisdom. I lent it 
to the superintendent of our Sunday school, and she said she enjoyed reading it. 
Since I have had Wee Wisdom I can work my lesson better. The part in Wee 
Wisdom I like best is the Bible lesson.—Ollie M. Moore. 

Dear Editor—I found your letter in Wee Wisdom, and I liked it. I love 
to go to church and to Sunday school and to school.—Monroe Jerkins. 

Dear Secretary—I get your magazine every month and [ think it is the 
nicest magazine for children. I love to read your stories and your poems. I just 
love to read Miss Shanklin’s poems and Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks and The 
Prayer of Faith, ““What Happened to Billy,”’ and ““The Lost Valentine.”” I 
could hardly wait for the story of ‘““The Invisible Chief.”” I was anxious to know 
whether any one saw him. As soon as I receive Wee Wisdom I open to the 
letters. Then I turn back and read you from cover to cover. I like every part 
of you. I think that the stories are very interesting. The Valentine puzzle was very 
nice. As soon as I received it I cut it out and put it together and I was very 
much pleased when it was finished.—Helen Daisy Doyle. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love Wee Wisdom very much. I take piano 
lessons and Wee Wisdom helps me very much with my practicing and my school 
work. I like the stories in Wee Wisdom. I read the stories to my two sisters. 
—Beatrice Schano. 

Dear Editor—I framed The Prayer of Faith and the verse, ‘‘Peace.”’ 
We liked so much the article you wrote on ownership. I read Wee Wisdom as 
soon as the postman brings it.—Ruth Peckham. 
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WEE WISDOM 
NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Eunice Katherine Smith; Edna Chasen; Janet McComb; Evelyn Hick- 
man; Marion Hutchinson; Lucy Schaler; Dorothy Roebuck; Annie Hender- 
shot; Hazel Mae Jarmon; Ida Evans; Norman W. Dawson; Crystal Jaquay; 
Jean Boyd; Josephine G. Long; Louise Higgins; Dorothy Harding; Patricia 
Howe; Beatrice Eggleton; Rose Annie Page; Paul Victor Toppin; Josephine 
Ellis; Frances Clark; Glenda Carleton; Virginia Thoma; Nonie Reynolds; 
Edna Reynolds; Joan N. Whyte; Edwina L. Porter; Robert Shuman; Nettie 
Goodman; Elizabeth Peachey; Lillian Pridt; Lottie Young; Gladys Robinson; 
Anne Woodward; Corrine Cropper; Olive Manley; Thelma Dicke; Sarah 
Owsley; Elizabeth Robathan; David Tyler; Evelyn Lukins; Gertrude 
Malmrose; Dorothy Stevens; Lora Stevens; Margaret Bodin; Joyce Needham; 
Michael Needham; Otis C. Miller, jr.; Jean Marie Miller; Esma P. Duyamotte; 
Marion Elizabeth Beardsley; Walter Thomas McMullen; Robert Lowry; 
Edna I. Pellit; Richard McCurdy; Elaine Baldwin; Mary Keer. 


23 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Rose Fitzpatrick, 37 Creighton st., Cambridge, Mass.; Joyce Townsend, 
Jordan Valley, Ore.; Carolyn M. Brown, Unionville, Nev.; Nonie Reynolds 
and Edna Reynolds, Winnabow, N. C.; Joan N. Whyte, Byng, Man., Can.; 
Robert Shuman, 116 N. A st., Madera, Calif.; Constance Maxfield, 1032 
East Tenth st., Brooklyn, N. Y.; Mary Eula Porter, Jamestown, Kan.; Phyllis 
Baker, 71 Waldrons Moor, Pineapple Estate, Kings Heath, Birmingham, Eng. ; 
Dorothy L. Caldwell, 28 S. Illinois ave., Atlantic City, N. J.; Winifred Driscol, 
908 Drummond court, Montreal, Can.; Mildred Rathbun, 5 Dewey st., Elm- 
wood station, Providence, R. I.; Virginia Foster (11 years), 77 Kingsboro 
ave., Gloverville, N. Y. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Jean Eleanor Boyd and brother: school work, especially recitations; Paul 
Peachey: school work; Janie B. Harris: that she say The Prayer of Faith 
oftener; Constance Smallwood: to be a good girl; Josephine G. Long: health 
for father; Betty English: school work; Carolyn M. Brown: school work; Nonie 
Reynolds: school work and eyes; Edna Reynolds: school work; Jerome Evans: 
school work; Agnes Lynd: mother and father; Rosemary Frankel: business 
success for father; Catherine Ferguson: pray for her aunt and her uncle and that 
she may have bobbed hair; Henrietta Ferguson: school work and that mother 
may find work nearer home; Lillian Pridt: health for friend; Mary Will 
Chandler: control of temper; Louise Durand: health for grandmother; Richard 
M. Jessie: health; Maxine Ella Brinson: position for father; Meredith Nicholls: 
school work and other lessons; Geraldine Croes: success of self and parents in 
new enterprise; Esma P. Duyamotte: health for mother; Norma Earle Mount: 
health for aunt; Adina Straughn: prosperity for parents; Mary Eula Porter: 
school work for self and brother, and health for family; Nina Bass: school work; 
Janet McComb: health and school work; Charlotte Mae Ruff: to be kind and 
loving and obedient to mother and for control of temper; Dorothy Baker: to be 
patient and loving; Johnnie Dilworth: health; Kathryn Redden and mother: 
wisdom and prosperity; Wilford Jones: success in life; Mildred Rathbun: health 
= recovery of friend; Joenell Bryant: health; Melba Knodle: school 
work. 
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WHAT I LIKE 


DwicHt BENNETT NEwTOoN (8 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I love the little June bugs gay; 
I love the little squirrels that play; 


I love the little flowers I see, 
And merry-hearted honeybee; 


I love them all, both far and near, 
Because I know God sent them here. 


WHAT THE PRAYER OF FAITH DID 


La VERNE SHERWOOD (11 years) 
Kendall, Wis. 


Alice came home from school one day with a long face; she was 
almost ready to cry. She had been told by her teacher that she would 
fail to make her grade if she did not work harder. She kept saying to 
herself: “‘I just can’t work arithmetic, no matter how hard I try.” 

The next day was Saturday and she refused to go out and 
play. But when mail time came she went out to meet the postman and 
he gave her a paper addressed to herself. Ass she was glancing through 
it her eyes fell on the words of The Prayer of Faith. She read 
each line very carefully. Then she read it again, and she thought: 
“Why not tell God of my trouble?’’ She learned The Prayer of 
Faith by heart and she felt much better. 

She put on her wraps and joined her friends and had a lot of fun. 
When night came she said The Prayer of Faith and told God her 
trouble again and ended by saying: “Dear God, I know you will help 
me, and I will try my best to make my grade.” 

When Monday morning came Alice was happy. At school she 
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worked hard and listened while her teacher explained the problems. In 
all her classes she said The Prayer of Faith. 
At night she thanked God for his help and she found comfort. 
At the end of the year the teacher said that Alice had worked 
hard and that she would pass. That night Alice was so glad that she 
cried for joy and thanked God. ‘Taking up the Wee Wisdom that 
lay upon the table, she opened to The Prayer of Faith and kissed it. 


WASHING DISHES 


GLapys STANLEY 
Vestal, N. Y. 


“Good morning, Mary! How can you sing while washing 
dishes? I always feel cross, when I’m doing such work; I don’t like 
to wash dishes.” 

“Well,” said Mary, “I must tell you my secret. I used to feel 
cross; now I think about the lesson I am to learn while washing dishes. 
Jesus said that we should make the inside of the cup clean, as well as 
the outside.” 

“Oh, yes, Mamma tells me to wash the dishes clean, but I get 
so tired of them.” 

“But, Nellie, you do not see the lesson we are to learn. You 
know we try to look very pretty when people see us. We want them 
to think we are pure and clean. When I am washing dishes I think 
how Jesus makes my heart pure and clean. He seems to say: “Though 
your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow.” ” 

Nellie went home happy. Do you think she can sing now while 
washing dishes? 


THE LORD 


Rusy Massey (13 years) 
Paducah, Ky. 


Who made the flowers, the grass, and trees? 
Who made the birds and honeybees? 

Who made the little girls and boys? 

Who gave us so many joys? 


The Lord. 


Who gave us all the food we eat > 

Who gave us all the friends we meet ? 
Who gave us the beds in which we sleep? 
Who gave us our loving parents to keep ? 


The Lord. 


_ 
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JESUS WILL HELP YOU 


GRACE LORANE CHILDERS 
St. Louis, Mo. 


You can mend some heart that’s broken, 
By some simple loving token. 

Happiness, and courage, too, 

A loving friend will share with you; 
And though they are worldly-wise, 

Claim your knowledge from the skies. 
And ever, though your friends forget, 
Jesus Christ will help you yet; 

And on your knees, when you are in need, 


Ask for help; he will help indeed. 


MARY AND HER KITTEN 


Appison McCuur™ (11 years) 
Cynthiana, Ky. 

Once there was a little kitten that was lost and could not find its 
way home. It wanted very much to go home to its little mistress, Mary. 

While Mary was sitting on the porch crying for her kitten, her 
mother came home. Her mother asked Mary why she was crying. 
Mary said: 

““My little kitten is lost, and I can’t find her. I don’t think I shall 
ever see her again.” 

“Oh! don’t talk that way, Mary. Come, let us ask God if he 
won’t find the kitten.” 

“Oh! Mother, I never thought of that way.” 

So Mary went to her room, and while she was praying, her mother 
called to her and said: 

““Mary, there is your kitten out in the yard.” 

After that, Mary never forgot to pray when she had lost anything. 


Let us all be like Mary. 


A PRAYER 


ELIZABETH BUTLER (13 years) 
Danvers, Mass. 


Help me do a gentle deed, 
Help some one in a kindly way; 
Let me to Thy words take heed, 
Help me thy commands obey. 


| 
| 

| 

| 

| 


WEE WISDOM 27 


MY GARDEN 


Joy QUEEN 
Roturua, N. Z. 


I have a garden all my own 
That Daddy gave to me, 

And I work in it all alone, 
No matter how hard it be. 


In my garden I grow flowers, 
All of a different shade; 

Daddy said, “Have no weeds,” 
And gave me a little spade. 


THE PLAYMATES 


Marie Bary (10 years) 
Picton, Marlborough, New Zealand 


Once there was a little girl named Mary. She lived in a cottage 
in the country. She had no playmates and nothing to play with ex- 
cept her toys. Her father and mother were trying to find a playmate 
for her. She used to pray to God to give her a playmate. After 
several nights there came to the cottage a little puppy. Mary saw 
it outside and brought it into the house and gave it something to eat. 
The puppy became a good playmate. One night she heard it barking, 
so she went outside and found it barking at a little stray kitten up a tree 
in a paddock. Mary took the kitten in and gave it some milk in a 
saucer. It soon became friendly with the puppy and Mary named them 
Darby and Joan. God answered Mary’s prayer and gave her two 
playmates, so she is not lonely any more. 


he 
Ca 


I’m not much larger than a dot; 

I may look lonely, but I’m not. 

I’m merely trying to recall 

The style of dress I wore last fall, 
And, where in all this great creation, 
I spent last summer’s June vacation. 
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Yous 


Dear Wees: 


All of you who have been reading Wee Wisdom for a year know 
that for August we have a special number to celebrate Wee Wisdom’s 
birthday. So that the new readers will understand, I will say that in 
this number we give many more Booster letters and many more young 
authors’ stories than usual. 

This year, for our birthday number we shall have a new cover for 
Wee Wisdom, and many other features that you will like. We mean 
to make it the best number that we have ever had, and you can help 
by sending in your letters and your stories now. In other years, many 
contributions to the birthday number came so late that we could not 
use them. That is why I am speaking about them now. 

Perhaps we shall not be able to use all that will be sent. But we 
shall use as many as we can; and, even if your own is not used, you 
will be helped by writing it, and by its coming we shall know how 
willing you have been to help boost our birthday number for 1924. 

Please mark your story or letter: “For the birthday number.” 
I wish to see who will be the first to get his work to us. 


With love, 


4 this table Love has spread 
\ 


a All I need of daily bread. 


Hho Editor 
A TABLE 
wo, | 
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LESSONS FOR_» 
YOUNG STUDENTS 
[MELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


OUR PERFECT BROTHER: THE TEACHER 


We are all teachers. 

Each word that we say has an effect on those who hear it. If 
our words are true and wise, they help those who hear them. ‘Those 
who hear us speak true and wise words will pass the words on to others, 
and all who hear the words will live better. The good words and the 
good acts will be taken up by others. In this way the good grows, 
from person to person, and finally spreads through all the world. 

We are all learners. 

We think of what others say and do, and if we are wise we follow 
only the good in what is said and done. When one who understands 
life tells us that God is the life in us, and that God’s life holds only 
good, we try to learn how that one lives toward God, that we also 
may live with Him in a way that will bring forth good in us. 

Our Perfect Brother is the greatest teacher that ever has been in 
the world. We learn from his words and from his acts how we may 
let God be the life of us and the mind of us. Then we know what 
he meant when he said: “I speak not from myself: but the Father abid- 
ing in me doeth his works.” 

He teaches us that God is our Father, and because God is our 
Father we shall never have any fear. If we need something we ask 
our Father for it; then, because he loves us and because he has every- 
thing for which we can ask, he gives us a full answer to each prayer. 

He teaches us that God loves one as much as he loves another. 
He tells us that we must love one another as we love ourselves, and 
that we must treat one another as we wish to be treated. If we put his 
teaching into practice every day we shall know how wonderful it is to be 
a child of God. 

Our Perfect Brother teaches us so many beautiful truths that the 
best we can do to understand them is to read his words as they are given 
in the four Gospels, and especially that portion of his teachings known 
as the Sermon on the Mount. This is in the Gospel according to 
Matthew, chapters 5, 6, 7. 


By merely reading his words we shall not get all of his meaning. 
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But he is such a perfect teacher that he has told us how we may learn 
of him. To learn of him we first must remember that he told us that 
he would always be with us, and that he will do for us anything that we 
ask of him. Then we must ask him to teach us, to give us his own un- 
derstanding of God. If we do these two things before we begin to 
read, he will make clear the meaning of his words in the Bible, and 
will tell us many things not written there. Let us pray to him: 

Jesus Christ, my Perfect Brother, please make all your teach- 
ings clear to me. 

He will answer the prayer, and we shall grow in the understanding 
of his teachings. 

Every word and every act of our Perfect Brother was a teaching. 
But sometimes he gave direct lessons to those who wished to hear him 
speak. In my mind I see him speaking to the throngs that followed him 
into the desert places, and as if it were a new message out of the heart 
of God to me, I feel the great joy that lights the faces of his listeners. I 
see him in the synagogue, explaining the Scriptures as no one before ever 
explained them, making them so plain and so simple that all could un- 
derstand. I hear him telling every one who believes in His name that 
they are to heal the sick, raise the dead, and cast out the demons of 
distress. I see and hear him as he looked into the storm and spoke the 
quieting word to the winds that lashed his boat—teaching even the 
weather the law of good. But more to me than all others is that les- 
son which he gave the world when he told his hearers: 

“Suffer the little children to come unto me . . . for of such is the 
kingdom of God.” 

By this teaching I know that I must learn from God, as the little 
child learns from its mother; I must trust God for all my good, as the 
little child trusts its father to take care of it in all ways. The greatest 
lesson that our Perfect Brother gives us is trust in God. 

“Of myself I can do nothing; the Father abiding in me, he doeth 
his works.” 


| 
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Good-by to schoolhouse and to books, 

For long vacation days are here; 
We hunt wild flowers, search for ferns, 

In meadow far and woodland near. 
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For Dhe Little Artist) 


Pictures fdp Coloring, &dward Christmars 


Go tell the smil 


bright June days, 
d thank him 
for one. 


ARTISTS 


A Persian story of long ago says that when the earth was new there were 
no children. The queen of the fairies, watching Mother Earth, felt very sad. 
She thought the world too empty, so she wrapped some fairies in soft pink 
shells and they floated gently to earth. The south wind scattered them far 
and wide, and now we have the beautiful roses. When their flower cups open 
wide, study them closely. Who knows but they may have wee fairies inside! 

he rose is queen of the flowers. Little June wears a pale blue dress with 
white stockings. Her hair is brown. Brown is made by mixing a little blue with 
orange. ‘Tint cobweb in rainbow colors applied lightly. Try to tint it as it 
would look when the yellow sun glitters through it. Roses are pink, darker 
tones light red, leaves green, shadows brown. The sun makes the roses 
bloom, it opens them to their full beauty. If we look to the light of Truth our 
lives will open out and become more beautiful. 
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Lesson 11, JUNE 15, 1924. 


THE RETURN, AND THE REBUILDING OF THE TEMPLE. 
—Ezra 3:8-13; 6:14, 15. 


GoLDEN TExtT—Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith your God. 
—Isa. 40:1. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The rebuilding of the temple of God, about which we learn in today’s 
lesson, teaches us that no matter how much we may become slaves to dark 
and evil thoughts, the mind of God is still working within us to make us 
free. It is God’s will that we show forth the divine part of us in every way. 

By living at peace with all those around us, we show to others the 
harmony of Spirit, which teaches them that God is peace. When we 
live in plenty we help others to know that God is our supply and that he 
wants his children to have all the good things that they need to make them 
well and happy. When we know that our bodies are temples of God, and 
keep them pure and holy, we teach others that God is health and life. 

The evil ways of the people of Judah caused them to lose for a time 
the land that they loved so well, and they also saw the great temple de- 
stroyed because of their sins. If we permit evil thoughts to dwell in our 
minds and to grow strong, we lose much of the good that God has given 
to us. Evil thoughts harm our bodies greatly. Then we suffer until the 
thought of God becomes so strong in our minds that it is the ruling power 
within us. The people of Judah could not rebuild their temple until the 
spirit of God softened the heart of the great king of Persia. 

Even after we begin the work of building our bodies and our affairs 
after God’s plan, we find that the wrong thoughts that still remain in us 
are busy trying to keep us from the work, as the people of Samaria tried to 
prevent Judah’s building the temple. These thoughts may cause delay and 
make our work very slow, but if we hold to that which is good, their efforts 
will fail. Then will come a time when all the power of the good thoughts 
in us will be used in building a perfect temple in which to worship God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does the rebuilding of the temple teach us? 
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Name three ways in which we show to others the Spirit of God. 
Do evil thoughts harm our bodies? 
What comes to us when we hold to that which is good? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will hold fast to that which is good and will 
use all my powers to build a perfect temple for God. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I know that all my thoughts of good 
From error set me free; 

I'll live to show forth God’s own will, 
That all the world may see. 


Lesson 12, JUNE 22, 1924. 


REFORMS UNDER EZRA AND NEHEMIAH.—Neh. 
8:1-3, 8-12. 


GoLDEN TExtT—Return unto me, and I will return unto you, saith 
Jehovah of hosts——Mal. 3:7. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Each lesson that we have about one of the prophets of God shows us 
how God puts his good thoughts into our minds to lead us closer to him. 
Ezra means “helper,” or “Faith’s call to duty,” and Nehemiah means 
“Jehovah comforts.” 

It is not enough that we say that we believe in God; we must so act 
that all our deeds will bring honor and glory to him. Many of the 
people of Judah returned to Jerusalem, but they lived more like the 
heathen people about them than as the chosen people of God should live. 

Ezra saw that his people were not keeping God’s law in their hearts 
as they should. When we do not live up to the laws of God our higher 
thoughts call our other thoughts together and point out to us the things that 
we need to do in order to show that we are children of God. 

When our thoughts are gathered together in the holy city, which is 
the place where God’s temple is built, we need to build walls which will 
keep out the error thoughts that might tempt us to do that which is not 
pleasing in God’s sight. People may jeer at us and make fun of us, but 
the things that they say or do should not keep us from guarding and shield- 
ing our spiritual thoughts from every enemy. 

We need to be filled with the spirit of work; we need to find joy in 
doing God’s work. It is also well for us to lay our plans very carefully, so 
that we may know that everything we do will be pleasing to God. Be- 
cause Nehemiah worked in this manner the work went on rapidly and well. 
Care in making our plans, and a great desire to do God’s will always bring 


us success. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does Ezra stand for? Nehemiah? 
What must we do besides saying that we believe in God? 
How do we guard our higher thoughts ? 
What will bring us the greatest success? 
LEsson THOUGHT—/ will build a wall of good around my thoughts, 
that no evil may enter. 


MEMORY VERSE 
My highest, noblest, richest thoughts 
Together I will call; 
To guard them from all error ways 
God’s law will be a wall. 


LEsson 13, JUNE 29, 1924. 
REVIEW: REHOBOAM TO NEHEMIAH. 


GOLDEN TEXT— 
Righteousness exalteth a nation; 
But sin is a reproach to any people.—Prov.14:34. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The lessons for the quarter that is just closing give us a good picture of 
that which happens to us when our thoughts are not kept upon the things 
of God. If we give way to the temptations which come to us, as the chil- 
dren of Israel followed the strange gods of the people about them, our 
minds become divided in their thinking. One group of thoughts are con- 
stantly quarreling with other groups, and we become peevish and easily 
moved to anger. Little by little we lose the enjoyment of the good things 
of life, and if we keep up our error thinking we become slaves to evil habits. 

The bright part of the picture is seen in the teachings of the faithful 
prophets of God, who stand for the best and highest thoughts in us. Our 
affairs never get so bad or seem so hopeless that the word of God in us can- 
not set us free from harm. God never lets his thoughts leave us, no matter 
how much we may ignore them. Daily they speak to us and teach us and 
try by their great love to lead us back to God. 

The lessons of the quarter begin with a time soon after Solomon built 
the great temple in which to worship God. The people soon began to 
think more of the gold and the silver and the other treasures of the temple 
than they did about using the temple as a place of worship. We may 
build fine body temples and have good health and many blessings, but if 
we use them for selfish purposes we are not living up to what God desires. 

The people of Israel did not become free from their burdens until 
their greatest desire was to worship the God who had done so much for 
them. Our only freedom comes when our highest thought is to live for God. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
What do the lessons for this quarter teach us? 
What happens to us if we give way to temptations ? 
What do the thoughts of God in us strive to do? 
How does freedom come to us? 
Lesson THOUGHT—God’s voice speaks to me daily and I will follow 
only it. 
MEMORY VERSE 
To the voice of the Father within me 
I will ever be faithful and true 
And my highest and only desire 
Is to do what he wants me to do. 


LEsson |, JULy 6, 1924. 
THE BIRTH OF JESUS.—Luke 2:7-20. 


GoLDEN TExT—-There is born to you this day in the city of David 
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord.—Luke 2:11. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The story of the birth of Jesus is a joyful one because it teaches us 
that his spirit is born in us when we put aside all other things and open our 
hearts to God. We are told that before Jesus was born, John the Baptist 
came, as one crying in the wilderness. When we get into a wilderness of 
doubt and fear our minds cry out for something better and lead us to seek 
the Christ. 

As we feel the new life of Spirit within us we find that light, or 
understanding, comes to us, as the light shone upon the shepherds. The 
shepherds stand for the keepers of our thoughts. We hear new harmony in 
our lives, which makes us send out thoughts of good will and peace to all 
people. 

The Christ spirit in us is always born when our hearts are humble, 
when we are willing to leave pride behind us and go out into lowly places, 
as Joseph and Mary were willing to seek the stable when they could not get 
into the inn. New gifts come to us when Christ is born in our hearts. They 
may not be the same kind of gifts that were brought to the child Jesus, but 
they are precious. They come in the form of health and peace and joy 
and many other forms of good. They are gifts that come to us only when 
our hearts are open to let in the Christ. 

The value of praise is another thing that we learn from this lesson. 
Thoughts of praise spring up in our minds and in our hearts when the spirit 
of God’s Son fills us, and these thoughts make God’s presence in our lives 
greater and more real. All the world about us sees our joy and hears our 
songs of praise, as all the world rejoiced at the birth of Jesus. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
Why is the story of Jesus’ birth a joyful one? 
What is the meaning of the light that shone on the shepherds >? 
What gifts come to us when Christ is born within us? 
What part does praise have in this lesson? 


Lesson THOUGHT—T he spirit of Christ is newly born in me this day. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My songs with those of angels rise 
In peace and harmony; 

I thus proclaim the happy news 
That Christ is born in me. 


1. O. S. 


The wind is blowing the rainclouds by, 
And the rainbow shines against the sky. 

O wind, blow on with your shriek and shout, 
But please do not blow the rainbow out. 
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THE DAISIES’ MESSAGE 


CuarRA R. BETE 


Where the fields were white with snow, 
Now the daisies nod and blow. 

The white snow's message, “Be ye pure,” 
Each flow'’r repeats, to make it sure! 
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INTRODUCING BIGE 


David was leaning against the apple tree, watching the fat black- 
and-tan puppy chasing the drops of sunlight, which rained down 
through the leaves. 

“Bige,” he said, “I wish you would stop running after nothing, 
and listen to me.” 

At the sound of David’s voice, Bige stopped obediently, and 
tilted his head in an inquiring sort of way. 

“That’s better,” laughed David. “‘Now do you think you 
could walk from here to the creek? It is rather dusty and hot between 
here and there, rernember, but think how nice and cool the water will 
be. You are getting too fat and heavy to carry, but if you think you 
can make it, come along.” 

Down the orchard lane, through the fence, across the railroad 
tracks, and then out on the hot dusty road went David, with Bige run- 
ning behind. Bige was doing his best to manage feet which had 
grown almost beyond his control. David slowed down a bit. 

“There, pup! We can take it easier now. I wanted to get you 
across the tracks before No. 7 was due. You need not run so fast 
now. 

But Bige was chasing a butterfly which had flown near his nose 
in a most provoking manner. Tumbling over his own feet, he fell on 
his face in the dust. 

“Of all the foolish pups,” said David, when he could stop laugh- 
~ “Better save your energy. You will need it all to get to the 
creek. 

In the corner of the Lewis pasture stood Jock, the black-and- 
white bull. Bige began barking as bravely and loudly as anything. 
Jock lowered his head the better to see this small, noisy, black-and-tan 
ball. Something in his eyes took a little of the jauntiness out of Bige. 
The puppy became quiet, and slowly and respectfully circled around 
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the corner where Jock stood. Once safely by, he ran so fast that he 
was completely hidden in a cloud of dust. 

“Wait, Bige!”” commanded David. “You are not running a 
race. You surely are not afraid of Jock, are you? WHe just wanted 
to say ‘How do you do.’ ” 

Bige looked at David doubtfully. He did not know just what 
his master was talking about, but he understood his smile, so he jumped 
playfully at David’s shoe and began tugging at the string. 

“It’s hot here, Bige. Let’s hurry.” They sprinted a hundred 
yards or more. When David looked back, Bige was padding along 
with his pink tongue hanging out. 

“T’m sorry, old fellow,” said David. “‘I didn’t mean to make you 
hurry so. See those trees over there? That is where we are going.” 

But Bige was not interested in trees. He had found something 
at closer range. A strange and interesting creature was moving across 
the road directly in front of him—most impolite of it, getting in the 
way like that. It looked slow and clumsy, too, crawling along, with 
a queer round back. Bige darted at it, barking furiously. 

“Don’t go too close, Bige!’” warned David. “That is Red Eye 
Pete, the terrapin, and he might snap.” 

But Bige had already stopped so suddenly as to skid in the dust. 
Red Eye had paused in his stroll long enough to turn his head and look 
at Bige. That small dog had seen a challenge in the terrapin’s tiny 
red eyes as plainly as he had seen a challenge in the eyes of Jock the 
bull. When the terrapin resumed his walk, Bige advanced cautiously 
for a closer look. This, Red Eye was in no mood to allow, and when 
Bige had his nose within a few inches of the terrapin’s head, the long 
neck was suddenly thrust out, and Red Eye hissed loudly. Bige, his 
tail between his legs, backed up rapidly toward David. Red Eye Pete 
sauntered on without further interference. 

When they reached the creek with its cool water and shady banks, 
David and Bige had a fine game, splashing and wading. On the 
return trip, Bige, whose coat was wet, became rather bedraggled look- 
ing. He reached home a tired and muddy puppy. 

After he had been cleaned and fed, he stretched comfortably at 
David's feet and slept, as only a tired doggie, that has had plenty of 
supper, can sleep. 
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WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOKS 
A Series of Three Volumes 
Volume One 


Prince 


Happyhop, 


Bug-A-Boo-Bill, 


Bill- 


A-Boo-Bug, 


Bug-Bill- 


DICTUDE| 


A-Boo, and other stars 
of Wee Wisdom fame, 
have their history retold 
in this first volume. Be- 
sides there is a feast of 
pictures—more than six- 
ty pictures. There are 
also some stories—one 
about Indians; another 


about “What Puck 
Told Peter.”” Little 
readers will enjoy the 
many poems. 
Volume Two 

Twenty-two poems, 
illustrated by ninety-two 
colored pictures, make 


up this book, in which 
the children fairly revel 


with delight. 


these poems: 
Happyhop;” 


Look at 


the names of some of 


“Skiing in 
“*Play- 


mates;” 


land;” 


“Moon Is- 


“Balloons;” 


“Cousin Cal;”’ 


“*The 


Fairies;” ‘““The Bim- 
Goo;” “‘Kitteny-Cat;” 
“Billy and Bobby and 
Bubble;” “In My Air- 
plane,” and so forth. 
Volume Three 

Twenty poems, illus- 
trated by ninety-two col- 
ored pictures—and such 
pictures and such poems! Together we can enjoy looking over the 
names of some of these poems: ‘““The Fairies’ Tea;” “Chief Little 
Waw;” “Rainbow in Happyhop;” “Of Wynken, and Blynken, and 
Nod;”’ “‘Mister Balloon Man;” ““The Adventures of Ji and Je;” ““The 
Whistler ;”” and one on “Valentines.” Price, $1.50 each. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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NAME THESE LEAVES 


o 


2x Copp *. 


Just as each different tree grows in a shape different from other 
trees, so the leaves of the different kinds of trees differ in shape. Look 
at these leaves and try to decide the name of the tree to which each leaf 
belongs. The correct answers will be given next month. 


ENIGMA 
JoHN YEANY 


Number the letters in the alphabet and arrange as indicated. 
The letters will spell a well-known saying: 
5-1-18-12-25 20-15 2-5-4 1-14-4 5-1-18-12-25 20-15 18-9-19-5 
1 13-1-14 8-5-1-12-20-8-25 23-5-1-12-20-8-25 1-14-4 
-9-19-5. 
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THE KITTENS 


One night just before a rain came, 
Kitty Black asked to be letin. I opened 
the screen door, and there on the step 
was a little kitten. Kitty Black picked 
it up and gave it to me, then she started 
running to the barn. 

I called Buddy, and he was surprised 
when he saw the kitten. Then Kitty 
Black came carrying another kitten. 
We ran to meet her, for the rain was 
nearly to the house. She gave the 
kitten to me and started back to the 
barn. 


Buddy went with her, and in the 
haymow he found two more kittens. 
Buddy picked them and Kitty Black up, 


IMELDA GDTAVIA 
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and ran as fast as he could to the house, 
for it was raining. 

One of the kittens is black with a 
white spot on its nose; I call it Spot. 
One is black and white; Buddy said 
Mix would be a good name forit. One 
is all white but the end of its tail; I call 
it Snow. One is white with three 
black spots; Buddy named it Domino. 

All of the kittens are very pretty. 
They have blue eyes. 
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BERNARD SEXTON 


The bodhisat, a good man, who loved all animals, was living in 
the high mountains of India. He never killed any living creature, and 
because they knew this, the animals returned his love. 

The bodhisat had a little hut, and from the door he could see 
green meadows and forests and great snow-covered mountains. There 
were no men anywhere near him. He had his own little garden; 
he lived on fruits, nuts, and berries. Sometimes the mountain goats 
would let him milk them, and in return, when great storms raged, 
he allowed them to come into his cabin. One terribly stormy night, 
he had the whole house full of animals: goats sleeping on the floor, 
monkeys on the rafters, a bear under the table, and his pet panther on 
the bed. These animals never knew him to do an unkind deed, so it 
was no wonder that they loved him and came to him in times of danger. 

One summer a mongoose came to live near the house, and then 
the bodhisat’s pet snake was very much disturbed. The bodhisat 
could understand the language of animals, so he told both of them that 
they must not harm each other. They promised, but at first they 
quarreled dreadfully. The mongoose was afraid that the snake would 
kill its little ones, and the snake feared that the mongoose would eat 
her eggs. At last one day the bodhisat brought all the animals to- 
gether at his house. The panther watched from the bed, a monkey up 
on the rafter chattered, and a bear looked in at the door. 

“Now,” said the bodhisat, “‘you two should be friends. Mon- 
goose, do you promise never to attack the snake, or to eat its eggs?” 

“I promise,” answered the mongoose. 

“Snake, do you promise never to attack the mongoose or its 
young?” 

“T do promise,” replied the snake. 

Then the bodhisat told them that he was very aie for if they had 

kept on quarreling, it would have made him feel unhappy. ‘Now 


you two can go home,” he said. “I know that you will be friends.” 
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The mongoose and the snake went out together. And from that 
hour, they were good friends. A\ll the animals who knew the bodhisat 
were very glad when they heard it, for they had all learned to live 
together without quarreling. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I new am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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THE SUN CHILD 
Harriet PUTNAM 


I saw the sun child go to bed 
Last night behind a cloud. 
He did not fuss before he went, 
Nor speak a word out loud. 


And when inside his golden crib, 
He left the world so bright 
That I could find my way to bed, 

Without a candle light. 
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BLANCHE 


Bees are busy zooning | 
round 
The big white rose, 
Taking honey; 
Footprints in the dusty road 
Show five bare toes— 
Sort of funny! 
Could some one have gone 
that way, 

Wading in the creek today? 
Two small folk, perhaps, 
we'll say, 

Sue and Sonny. 
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Bright hours 
With joy to fill, 
lways 


To do God's will. 


To work and play, 


ea by 
Truth all the way. 


Soft nights 
To sleep and find 


Good thoughts 
Still guard my mind. 
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